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MOTLEY NOTES. 


By THE JESTER. 
“IR Michael Hicks-Beach has not exactly the most 
comfortable berth in the Cabinet, but he has one 
\ great cause for gongratulation. He does not represent 
a mining constituency. 


The present Government will go down to posterity as the 
Coal-ition Ministry. 


The last Liberal Ministry, it will be remembered, was 
described by its opponents as the Government of Scuttle. 

As I remarked to the Chancellor of the Exchequer on 
parting from him, “It is not good to have ‘vo many irons in 
the tire.” 

T’other day I met a great lady who was blushing as sweetly 
as a Cleopatra rose (a new rose, beloved reader, and [ rede 
ye get it), under a remarkable Gainsborough hat. “ Madam,” 
said I, ‘Gainsborough could have wished no fairer resting 
place for his crown.” Then did she explain to me the artistic 
glories of her head-gear. She had Art on the brain. 


Oh, dear ! how I have laughed, how I have chuckled, how I 
have rolled upon the greensward in the very deliriumof laughter. 
A letter appeared in a paper the other day expressing the most 
righteous horror and indignation that in London early in the 
morning men may be seen seeking food in the gutter. Oh, 
dear! oh, dear! What do you think? The writer of the 
letter was an American speculator. 


The favourite song at the Oval: “ Tom Bowling.” Be sure 
you get it in the right Key. 


At Sandringham the other evening, Edward sitting among 
his guests, and the calm of twilight overspreading the Norfolk 
scene, I approached with my lute and gave the King my fool’s 
blessing. “Read me this riddle, Sire,” I said; “thy House 
of Commons, why can it never move With the times?” “TI 





























Vor. LXXIIL) MAY 18, 1901, (No. 1879. 


give itup, beloved fool,” said he, 
inswer, “it is always reported as sitting.” 


nis Sing me a song,” said the King. The COMPANY were por 7 
enough to look pleased. | litted my Inte. “ An Idyll of Bond 


street, ’ I said. 


CARRIAGE FOLK. 

Up and down the carriages go, 
Loaded with damsels fair, 

Ladies up from the Clapham Road, 
Ladies from Katon Square ; 

() which is the Duchess of Devonshire ? 
Which is the grocer’s dame? 

And which is the pretty American Miss 


Of so many dollars’ fame 7 


(‘Japham Mamas are bolt upright, 
Sitting as tho’ on a tack, 

Misses from over the herring pond 
Haughtily lie they back ; 

But the Duchesses sit not bolt upright, 
Nor backward scornfully lean, 

For whenever you find extremes, be sure 
The lady is just between ! 

A lady when she drives, then,” said one of the guests, 
“never goes to any great 
length ?” 

“Save when she 1s 


driving tandem,” said I. 


A paper-hanger’s trust 
is the latest. No serious 
alarm should be felt, 
however, as it is pretty 
sure to go to the wall. 

Do those people who 
are determined to make 
war on every phase of 
vambling mean to abolish 
marriage, which all the 
world agrees is only a 


lottery / 
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Tuincs We May See in May. 
The end of the war. 

Some useful work in Parliament. 

The last of the road “improvements.” 
Another good American musical play. 
Some fairly decided weather. 

Something interesting in the newspapers. 


A DraMaTic NOVELTY. 


Manager.— You say that your play is a novelty ; how so?” 


Playwright.—* The first act doesn’t open with a servant 
dusting the furniture.” 


In this age of personal paragraphs anent the munificence of 
multi-millionaires we may soon expect something like the 
following : 

G. J. Grasper, our wealthiest citizen, is prepared to provide 
a stained glass window for our church provided someone will 
rebuild the church. 

Lemuel Squeezer, the millionaire and oil king, announces 
his intention of shortly proy iding the poor of ( ladogan Square 
with an endowed coffee stall, where the submerged artizan can 


obtain retreshment—at a moderate price. 
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Visitor (to Tommy, who has been in 
MamMA VERY ANGRY WitH You, THEN?” 


Tommy.—“ WELL, Soe Was TEARING Map ;: BuT I’vE SEEN 
Her WorseE! 
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‘‘A knowledge of Bridge is absolutely essentia) 
society. Hostesses select their guests with due 
proficiency in the game.”—Daily Paper. 

The young man drew himself up to 
his full height. 

“T have,” he cried, “an  unsullied 
character, an ardent heart, a versatile 
mind, and strenuous biceps.” 

The young girl yawned and seemed 
interested. 

He was quick to push his advantage. 

“Tam the possessor of a town and 
country house, a yacht, a stable of 
thoroughbreds, and a box at the opera.” 

She hesitated, and a slight flush 
betrayed that she was listening. 

“T have got,” he continued, with a 
certain fierceness, “thirty servants, 
forty pairs of trousers, fifty ancestors, three auto-mobhiles 
six prize bull pups, and an army commission.” ) 

Ah! she had found her tongue at last. 

“(Can you play Bridge?” she lisped. 

The young man shuddered, and knew she was lost. to 


In Smart 
regard to thei, 


Was SPARED THAT PERIL. 
(‘reets.—“ Peckhen 
cablegram from him.” 
JMJeets.—“ Did he have a rough voyage ?” 
(freets.—“ No; his wife didn’t go.” 


has arrived safe. I just 


received 4 


Fun’s PHILOSOPHICAL PILLs. 

Love at first sight often causes the victims to wish they had 
consulted an oculist. 

Nowadays a man is more apt to be applauded for saying a 
good thing than for doing a good thing. 

Everything that nobody else has any use for comes to him 
that waits. 

A young man with a slender salary should marry a gir] with 
a small waste. 

Don’t put too much confidence in a dog because it wags its 
tail ; that is not the end it bites with. 

If the amateur photographer could only take a photograph 
of what people think of him, he would probably hesitate about 
developing the negative. 

The average man spends a lot of money trying to get 
something for nothing. 

An enterprising (ergo American) newspaper editor has 
headed his column of marriage announcements: “Sentenced 
for life.” It is curious to note that this sentence is never 
commuted by good behaviour. 

“ Pegorra,” said the Irish policeman, examining the br ken 
window, “this is more sayrious thin Oi thought ut was: It's 
broke on both soides !” 


In THE NEAR FOTURE. 
Old Friend.—“ And sg both of your children are studying 
professions ?” 
Hostess.—“ Yes, my daughter is in a polytechnic college 
studying mechanical engineering, and my son is in Paris 
learning dressmaking.” 
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i Owner of Newly-Acquired House.—“1 Flatter Mysetr THAT Everytaine: You SEE HERE 18 GENUINELY ANTIQUE. THE 
HAIR, MapaM, Upon Wuicn You Are Sittinc Bears THe Weicut or I Harpiy Like to Say How Many YEARS.” 
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THE Worm TURNED. 
“ Are you going out to-night, dear?” said the hushand to 
the emancipated woman. 
I am. It is the regular weekly meeting of the lodge.” 
‘Then I want to say to you”—and there was an unusual 
defiance in the mild man’s tone-—“I want to say that if you 
“te not home by eleven o’clock I shall go home to my father.” 


A startling announcement has been made by a north of 
England journal : 

“We understand that the corporation of Easthampton has 
placed an order for twelve dozen tram-car bells with an 
English firm.” 

Now perhaps the Daily Mail and the rest of ’em will 
withdraw their assertions that British trade is on the wane. 
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THE QUEER BIRDS OF LONDON; 
OR, 
THe ELEMENTS OF METROPOLITAN ALLNIGHTOLOGY. 


5. Tue WHISTLING NUT-CRACKER.—This is one of those birds 
which most naturalists are agreed ought to be exempt 
from legal protection. To cuff it on the head should be 
no statutory offence. Its whistle is loud and very inhar- 
monious, and it litters the pavement with the shells of 
cracked nuts. It also shuffles and clatters with its feet. 
[t is a conspicuous feature in every crowd which collects 
in London ; indeed, it usually seems to be looking out for 
a crowd to collect in. When a horse has fallen down the 
whistling Nut-cracker thrusts itself to the front rank round 
the body and cracks jokes as well as nuts. It has also a 
habit of snatching the head covering off any Nut-cracker 
smaller than itself, 

Description.—Neither the adult nor the female of this 
species have been observed, and the plumage of the immature 
male varies greatly. Asa rule it appears to have just moulted 
or to be about to do so, as its limb coverts are either too large 
or too small. In colour they are generally a dull drab, 
speckled and blotched with mud-colour and black. There is 
no white, especially on the face. 

Range in London.—This bird haunts the busy thorough- 
fares, often observing the traftic from nooks and alleys, and 
sometimes pursuing flies down the roadway, apparently for 
amusement. It collects in small groups at the corners of bye 
streets, and indulges in shrill whistles. Although it comes 
higher in the scale of classification than the Gutter-snipe, its 
obtrusive manners make it more objectionable than that 
, which it greatly resembles, however, in its fondness for 
the ends of cigarettes. Its nest is doubtless better furnished 
than that of the Gutter-snipe, but the two species often merge 
into one another, insomuch that the acquisition of a few 
coppers will often convert the Gutter-snipe into a whistling 
Nut-cracker. Metamorphoses of this kind are among the chief 
difficulties of classifying the queer birds of London, owing to 
the readiness of each to mimic the habits and plumage of 
higher classes. London birds of prey have also a habit of 
acquisitive mimicry, insomuch that you can sometimes only 
distinguish hawk from pigeon by observing which is plucking 
the other. 


species 


G. THe Common Muptark. The habits of this bird are 
almost too well known to need description, although the 
reclamation of most of the Thames side by embankments 
has greatly reduced the little wader’s facilities of approach 
to the tidal mud, when it consorts with its kind. In 
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THE BARELEGGED HoopROoLLer. 













MUDLARKS. 


former times the observer of Nature could not traverse 4 
hundred yards of river bank in London without noticing 
the persistent iteration from the mud _ below of its Jie 
unmusical song “Shie-us-a-Copper-Sir.” Although ta 
subsistence seems fortuitous the Mudlark js always 
merry, and very dirty. It will probe the mud and recover 
a halfpenny with great dexterity. Its great enemy is the 
Blue Bird, upon whose appearance in the distance all the 
Mudlarks splash and scramble quickly out of sight. Pie 
is not made of these larks. | 
Range in London.—Very local ; for although the common 
Gutter-snipe frequently assumes the habits of this species, 
the true Mudlark is only to be found in the iud of the 
riverside at certain points in the neighbourhood of wharves, 
One of its favourite hunting grounds used to be on the south 
side of the Thames under Hungerford Bridge, where a dozen 
of these interesting birds might be seen scrambling for every 
copper thrown from above. The Blue Bird lias, however, 
driven them from the upper reaches of the river. 


7. THE BARELEGGED HooproLueR. This annoying little hird 
is properly a suburban species, and its occasional visits to 
streets of traftic are always resented by their occupants. 
It rolls its hoop with little discretion, and utters plaintive 
cries when damage ensues. In the parks and other open 
spaces, however, elderly persons find pleasure in observing 
the habits of these lively little birds, as they wheel in 
mazy inches after their hoops or collide with each other 
in mad career, when their short shrill cries of pleasure 
give place to long-drawn note which has been compared 
to the word “ Boo-hoo.” It will utter the same stranze 
sound when its hoop, becoming free, is entangled among 
the feet of horses or pounced upon by a Blue bird. 

Description.—Generally white or brightly coloured # 
with lower limb coverts darker and loose as far as the knee 

Below this the leg is bare for alittle distance, the foot-coverité 

extending only halfway up the calf. Head covert generalls 

wide and circular, flapping as the little creature runs and hops 
hither and thither. Some naturalists see in this a 5 Me 
adaptation to prevent the bird seeing where it bowls its ae 

The latter curious appendage is exactly circular, often a nig 

or even higher than the Barelegged Hooproller, whose aor 

propel it in a direct line by means of a short stick are usuall! 
abortive. 
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Range in London.—The proper range of this 
species lies in the gardens of the suburbs and the 
parks of the W est End, where it assembles on a 
sunny afternoon in large numbers, attended by 
adult females of its kind. Occasionally, however 
it may be met with in the neighbouring streets 
pursuing an erratic course down the pavement, 
while sometimes it accompanies the adult females 
mentioned to crowded thoroughfares like West 
bourne Grove, for which it is entirely untitted 
on account of the constant entanglement of its 
hoop. At such times it becomes an even greater 
nuisance than the Qutter-snipe or Whistling 
Nut-cracker, although belonging toa much higher 


order of birds. 


8. THE BaBy-BABY Buntinc. The Bunting 
family possesses little interest for the average 
ornithologists, being inconspicuous 
appearance and exhibiting no noteworthy 
habits ; and the Baby-baby Bunting has the 
fewest habits of the family. He is of , very 
small size, being almost hidden by the mass 
of soft material with which he is always sur- 
rounded ; but what can be seen of him 
generally of the same very healthy pink hue 
which characterises a very juvenile pig 
(sus porcus) Like the latter, the Baby 
baby Bunting is generally asleep, or, when 
awake, shrieking loudly. The same adult 
females which accompany the -Barelegged 
Hooproller may be seen in attendance on 
the Baby-baby Bunting, which may then 
often be observed hanging head downwards 
out of its nest, technically known as its 
“pram,” while the Hooproller catches the 
legs of old birds with its hoop, and the 
female is engaged in converse with her 
kind or close scrutiny of the shop windows. 

Description.—As stated above, all that can 
ordinarily he seen of the Baby-baby Bunting 




















atreengeis ® 


Canny Scot.—“You Must Carry Ma Trars For NAETHING THIS 


Time, Mon. 








SILLY QUESTIONS. 
“Can You Give Me Any InrorMATION ABOUT 
THE Prize Ficut Wu7cn Took PLAcE YESTERDAY.” 


You Hap SAXpENCE FRAE Me Last YEAR, YE KEN,” 


is pinkish, but there is reason to believe that it exhibits 
the same colour all over, when its dense white plumage 
is removed. This is generally done by the females, with 
many inarticulate noises, amid which the “ googoo” note 
of the Baby-baby Junting May occasionally he heard, It 
is believed to emit this sound when tickled. When pinched 
or otherwise annoyed, its note is different, and resembles 
a prolonged “ Ow !” 

Range in London.—Similar to that of the Barelegged Hoop 
roller, except that while the latter is pursuing its erratic 
course of parabolic curves in the parks, the Baby-baby 
Bunting is generally at rest with several] others close to a seat 
on which the adult females perch and chatter. The Baby 
baby Bunting appears to be the only known species which 
holds no converse with its kind. 


| Nore.—There is a long-established idea that the adult male 
parent of the Baby-baby Bunting engages in predatory 
excursions for the purpose of acquiring the hide of the 
Common Rabbit or Coney (Lepus cuniculus), in which to 
envelope the Baby-baby Bunting. This is quite un- 


founded. | 
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He.—*Wuat A Pity THE Frost Has Come AGAIN. IT witt KILL EVERYTHING GREEN.” 


She (sympathe tically holding out her hand.)—* Ge OD-BYE.” 


A LITTLE OF DE WET. 

The following valuable document has been torwarded by a 
South African correspondent. It is a fragment of the diary 
of the famous De Wet. We will not answer for its authen- 
ticity until we have discovered whether our correspondent 
has left Margate or not and we have had time to discover if 
any one else saw him write it : 

“April 1. Driefontein. Fellows played an April Fool joke 
on me. Told me there was a general intervention waiting to 
see me in the hall. It didn’t come off—like B——’s cordon. 
Did a little sjamboking, but otherwise day passed very quietly. 

“Apnl 2. Spitzkopge. Am surrounded. The Daily 
Mail says it’s all up with me now. Funny paper the Dai/y 
Mail. 

“April 3. Dullberg. Surrounded again. The Ewpress 
says I’ve located at Rensburg and am in a desperate plight. 
Queer paper the Hupress. Must capture it regularly. 

“April 4. Thaba Nchu. Captured a convoy. Sjamboked a 
fellow who wanted to know when he was going home. Read 
in 7elegraph that I am at Colesburg and am going mad. 


Amusing paper the 7elegraph, but uses very long words. 
Calls me the pertinacious peripatetic De Wet. I called one of 
my burghers tbis to-day, and he told me he wouldn't stay to be 
sworn at like that. 

“April 5. Frieburg. Surrounded again. This is slow 
work. Must have achange. Going to Cape Colony. 

“April 6. Great jumping kopjes!!! What a hot place 
Cape Colony is. 

“ April 7. Cape Colony’s climate quite Knox me (this 1s the 
first offence). I’m going! 

“April 8. Driefontein (again). Have got out of Cape 
Colony, but with difticulty. Have done a lot of sjamboking. 
Lost my guns, but the loyal farmers (ha ha !) have buried some 
for me round here. Lost a lot of things, but fortunately they 
were mostly other people’s things. Can easily loot some more. 
No more Cape Colony. 

“April 9. Spyfontein. Old Rustenburg gave me an awful 
fright this morning at breakfast. Rushed into my tent and 
yelled out that I was surrounded again. For a moment 
I thought the British had captured our coffee. Sjamboked him 
for alarming me unnecessarily.” 
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Size oF THE FRAME THAT Mrs. I RAME THAT 


VIARRIENNE THINKS WILL Do FoR SHE USES FOR 
THE PorTrRAIT oF Her DEAR FIRST HER PRESENT 


HUSBAND. HUSBAND. 


AcAINstT ALL THE CANONS OF MELODRAMA. 


THE woman owed three months’ rent. To her came the 
landlord’s agent, a dark-visaged old villain. 

“Pay me every penny, or out in the world you go!” he 
hissed. 

“What nonsense!” she cried. ‘ You can’t make a heroine 
of me this sort of weather. There is no snowstorm raging 
without; neither have I a tattered shawl and diamonds 
to wear,” 

She chortled; the villain, 
with an oath, withdrew, 

Wuat It’s Comine To. 

First Mother.—‘‘ What 
makes your little boy get up 
so early mornings?” 

Second Mother.—“ He has 
to; he sells the evening | 
papers.” 

POETICAL. 

“Dip you hear about the 
poetical way in’ which the 
Bithets announced the death 
of their pet dog?” 

“No. How was it?” 

“They said : ‘We regret to 
announce that our little Perlie 
has steered his bark for the 
other shore.’ ” 

Mrs. Henpeck.—“1 saw a 
book to-day I thought of 
getting you. It was entitled 
‘How to Be Happy Though 
Married.,’” AN 

Mr. Henpeck.—“ Why, my 
dear, you know I never read 
fiction.” 


FUN. 
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“ Even ice is by no means free from microbes, and unle 
care is used to obtain pure, can transmit disease germs” i 
We have boiled the hydrant water, 

We have sterilised the milk, 
We have strained the prowling microbe 

Through the finest kind of silk. 
We have bought and we have borrowed 

Every patent health device, 
And at last the doctor tells us 

That we’ve got to boil the ice. 


AN unsuccessful vocalist went to the workhouse and 
delighted the inmates with his singing. He said it was , 
natural thing for him to do, as he had been singing to poor 
houses ever since he began his career. 

30TH TAKING Risks, 

Old Gentleman.—‘ How am I to know that you are pot 
marrying my daughter for my money ?” 

Suitor.—“ And how am I to know that you won’t fail inside 
of a year?” 

Goop FoR BUSINESS. 

Isaacs.—“ How I lofe to read off dem gallant firemen safine 
vimmen unt children !” 

Abrams.—“ Ach, yes! Vile dey’re safing vimmen unt 
children dey can’t be safing goots !” 

“Fame,” said the youth with the earnest intellectual 
expression, “is so hard to attain. It is so difficult for one 
to get himself talked about.” 

“Humph !” rejoined the woman with cold blue eyes and a 
firm jaw. ‘You ought to live up in our neighbourhood.” 





ARCHITECTURAL OVERSIGHT. 

Governess.—“ Auaustus, You Naucuty Boy. How Dare You Disopey ME! 
INTO THE CORNER AT ONCE!” 
Augustus.— THERE Isn’T OnE, Miss Brices.” 
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Barber.—“ Woutp You Like ANYTHING oN Your HEAp. Sip ’ 


Customer.—* YES, You Foor, Harr !” 


A Mucu Marriep Woman. 


“Do you consider it good taste for a woman who marries to 
retain her former name and merely add her husband’s to it /” 

“ Certainly not,” answered the lady from Chester. “ There 
is a charming friend of mine, a grass widow, who, under such 
« system, would be known as Mrs. Eliza Jenkinsby-Smith 
Thompson-Brown-Smithers.” 


‘“Goop-BYE,” he said, brokenly, and his frame shook with 
emotion. “ Good-bye, and may heaven bless you! Remember, 
Miss Green, that although I cannot win your love I shall 
always be your devoted friend ; and if at any time [ can be ot 
service to you, you will have but to command me. I leave for 
South Africa to-night. Good-bye !” 

“Tam sorry, Mr. Gerridge,” said Miss Green, in a low tone 
of voice, ‘to have been the means of driving you so tar away 
from home ; but, since you are so kind to offer your Services, 
[ will ask you to post this letter for me on your way to the 
train, [Pn a: 

IN THE WAKE. 

“T never have any trouble in making my way through a 
crowd,” said the little man. “I always fall in behind some 
higger man, and let him break the way for me.” 

“How many men,” sighed the philosophical man, “make 
their way through life on that same plan?” 


He Dipy’t Know. 
Customer.—“ Are your eggs good and fresh!” 
Waiter.—“I don’t know, sir ; I never eats in any of these 
cheap places.”, 





~ 


Provep His FRIENDSHIP. 
Hennypeck.—“ Skoots eloped with my wife last 
nitht.” 
Gabbleton.—* Why, I thought he was your best 
friend,” 
HH nnypeck, -“ He is.” 


Mother.—* Dickie, when you divided thos 


five caramels with your little sister, did you give 
her three?’ 

Dickie.—“ No, ma, they wouldn't come out 
even, so | eat one before | began to divide.” 


Woutp Have Hts Joke. 


“You will notice that all the other houses in 
this row are occupied,” said the real estate agent 
“This is the last one left.” “Yes,” retorted 
the professional humourist, “last but not 


lea sec 


“Wuiy doy 
with your rhyme 


insist on spoiling good paper 
asked the friend, without 
feelin 
* Because inswered the doughty poet, “no 
hody will keep still and hear me recite ‘em, 
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ae RuLesoy (to the family spectre, who has suddenly appeared on the scene).— 
‘Do You Know, O_tp Cuap, I Envy You. You HAvE No 


Keer Your Trousers FROM BAGGING AT THE KNEES.” 


SS 
Mi eget . 


THE DRAMAPHONE. 


ee ie Syres ees : * 


HE Man from Blankley’s,” Mr. Anstey’s farce at the 

Prince of Wales’s Theatre, is a play in eight 

courses and one idea. It cannot be called a 

hors Cauvre—pardon, chef @auvre ; but it is not bad game. 

The principal dramatic episode in it is the proper serving of 

a complete dinner, which all the actors seem to enjoy very 

much. Never before has an author so successfully brought 

the scent of the extrees over the footlights. Mr. Curzon is a 

gastronomic theatrical manager. His whole programme at 

the Strand is “‘ In the Soup,” and at the Prince of Wales’s he 
gives up an act to the fish, joint, and vegetables. 


The mere audience, which is not eating, finds the dinner a 
little long, but probably—not without protest on the part of 
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the company—it has been curtailed by thie 
time. Much of Mr. Anstey’s smaj] talk. 
very good, but some of it is infinitesimal 
The idea of the piece is that a sible inet 
is mistaken by a set of Vulgar nie 
for the “hired guest” they ordered be . 
Blankley’s. He is buried under an : 
lanche of snobbery and dropped H’s. 
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Mr. Charles Hawtrey’s part is not 
ticularly good one, and this is Mr. Anstey’. 
worst fault. Miss Fanny Brough, \y 
Kemble, Mr. Aubrey Fitzgerald, Miss Bella 
Bateman, Miss M. A. Victor, and the ot}, * 
are all excellent, and Miss Jessie Bateman 
is a beatiful picture and acharming 


a pal 


ACTLess. 


“The Girl trom Up There,” at the Duke 
of York’s, being Miss Edna May, makes 
us wish that Cooks were already ¢op 
ducting parties to the North Pole, if “there 
are any more at home like her,” as they 
sang in “ Florodora”—for the heroine ¢; 
the latest American pot-pourri is a native 
of Polaria, where she has been shut up in 
an iceberg for five hundred years. The 
novelty of a patent American refrigerated 
heroine is not without its attraction—its 
polar attraction. She is extricated by a 
patent American lightning machine from 
the cold room where she has been stored 
during such hot weather as is experienced 
in that latitude. 


I 


Tie ee Mili 


After the first act we leave the Pole and 
arrive at ordinary musical comedy of the 
American variety—it is all variety, not 
much taste, any amount of spirit and 
boisterous nonsense. There are coniedians 
in “ The Girl from Up There ”—Mr. Stone, 
with the indiarubber legs, Mr. Aldrich, the 
“tramp,” who has already made us yell at 
the Alhambra, Mr. Davenport, and our own 
Mr. Farren Soutar—who compress so much 
laughter to the square inch that the theatre 
walls could hardly stand the pressure. 

Captain Basil Hood, about whose new 
Savoy opera we must tell you next week, 
Two big successes in one week are apt 
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TROUBLE TO 


must be careful. 


to make the ordinary dramatic critic spiteful. The ‘ 
ordinary dramatic critic wants to earn his salary honestly, t 
and he can't do that unless he uses the nasty side of the 6 
vocabulary at proper intervals. Captain Hood's “Sweet and 
Twenty,” at the Vaudeville, is—to use only the most restrained V 
language and to avoid hyperbole—a scrumptious little play. t 
a Ss 
Captain Hood is so good a humourist that he knows exactly ‘i 
how to make one cry—intentionally. The others do it un- n 
intentionally. And before you’ve put away your handkerchiet a 
you are laughing away merrily. In “Sweet and Twenty, . 0 
simple little story, deliciously told, you do both, and you see te 
some perfect acting. It is a story of two brothers who love 
the same girl. When you are told that she is Miss E]laline V 


Terriss you won’t wonder at that. 
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The younger is a sailor, the other is preparing to be a 
clergyman. The younger goes away and gets dismissed his 
ship for a boyish tipsy freak, the elder stays at home and 
schemes to win the lady. In the end, after two hours’ 
delightful drama, everything comes right. As played by Miss 
Terriss, Mr. Seymour Hicks, Mr. Beveridge, Mr. Emney. 
Master Hersee, Mr. Blinn, and Miss Mary Rorke, all $e 
prettiness and charm are brought out. 


THE STace Coacn. 


THE DOMESTIC ARMY CORPS. 
yY OW that our nation is alive to the necessity for 
| general military training, a few notes upon a private 

A army scheme of my own may perhaps prove useful. 
The idea can best be described as “ Every man’s household its 
own Army Corps.” 

For instance, my household is awakened by bugle call at 
seven o'clock promptly, for which purpose | have been taking 
lessons on that somewhat difficult instrument during the past 
five weeks. Apart from its educational value, | find this 
yéveillé of infinitely more service than the ordinary alarm 
clock ; indeed, it stirs up the whole of the neighbourhood, and 
has become a veritable call to arms. The only drawback is 
that the bugler has to get up rather early. This cold weathe 
[ much prefer coming down to breakfast when the fire has 
heen lit. 

After every meal I go into the kitchen and make the 
regulation enquiry as to complaints. I cannot truthfully say 
that my wife favours this part of the scheme, but at present 
[ have not insisted upon the point. In fact, it is immaterial, 
for our last servant deserted five weeks ago. 

During the morning [ put the children through cutlass 
drill, after which the wife takes up the duties of a red cross 
nurse. We are somewhat restricted with regard to musket 
practice, as our back garden does not give enoug! range, but | 
am becoming very proficient with an air pistol, which is the 
next best thing. We speak of the “canteen” instead of the 
“dining-room,” and my library is known as the “orderly 
room.” With regard to rank, I originally assumed that of 
Commanding Officer, and gave my wife the Honorary 
Colonelship. I have found that my wife rather exceeds her 
duties, and is in reality more of a Director-General. We have 
had a few discussions upon this somewhat thorny subject, and 
she has consented to exchange into the Commissariat |epart 
ment, which has lately been vacated by the cook. This 
unhappy woman, after an exhaustive court-martial, was 
drummed out last Tuesday for supplying provisions to 
unauthorised persons. 

Kach member of the family has to carry a copy of the 
‘Soldiers’ Pocket Book,” and to pass an examination in 
military tactics as set forth in the “Barrack Room Ballads ” 
and ‘** Soldiers Three.” 

[ ain now engaged in extending my original idea, and have 
written asking permission of the County Council to allow me 
to throw up entrenchments upon Clapham Common. I 
should also like to hear from patriotic gentlemen who would 
care to form a train-wrecking class. If I receive a sufficient 
number of names I propose to form both elementary and 
advanced classes. The elementary could practice upon any of 
our municipal tram lines, whilst tfte advanced could proceed 
to work upon one of the South Landon loop rails. 

Needless to say, I am receiving no help from our supine 
War Office. This fact speaks for itself. 






THOSE 


ORD HOPETOUN, the Australian Governor-General, rides 
the Amalgamated Kangaroo “Commonwealth ' 
He starts 


heartiest wishes of the Empire. 


Race of 


best backing an 


Kangaroo win! 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


\I Rs. BIXBY. ey don't believe the 
doctor's medicine agrees with mother. 
Me. Bixey.—* The medicine would be 


more than human if it did.’”—Judge. 


MANY a young man might be rich enough 
to marry were it not for the fact that he 
has to spend all he yets in ord rto will the 
virl, Boston Home Journal. 


SELL It To ’EmM. 

Tue ELpeERLY GENTLEMAN.—‘‘ The true 
secret of success is to find out what the 
people want——” 

THe YouNcerR Man.- 
them, eh?” 

Tue ExLperty GeEntTLemMaAn. — “* No! 
Make a Trust in it. ”’- " Tndianopolis Pre XX, 


-*And give it to 


SAFE OBSERVATION, 
THe Giri.—‘S Are you contemplating 
marriage ? 
Tue BacHELOR.—‘ Yes, at a_ sate 
distance.” —Syracuse Herald, 


FUN. 








A woman whose favourite hymn is 
‘‘T would not live always,” has spent 
£130 for patent medicines during the 
last ten years. —Chicago Tribune. 

THERE was a little boy who was badly 
over the theory of evolution. 
asked : 


from a 


puzzled 
He went to his mother and 
‘“Mamma, am I descended 
monkey ?¢” 

‘‘T don’t know,” she answered ; ‘I 
never met any of your father’s people.” — 
Detroit Journal, 


No ARTIST. 


SHE (looking over some signed sketches).— 
‘©] didn’t know Mr. Flynn was an artist.” 

Hr.—‘‘ He isn’t.” 

SuE.—‘* Didn’t he do these?” 

Hre.—** Yes.”—Town Topics. 

OVER THE “PHONE. 

‘‘Hello!” 

‘¢Hello! Who is this?” 

‘Mr. Lloyd of Riverside. I want toask 

‘Mr. Who?” 

‘* Lloyd.” 

‘*Can’t make it out. 

“ Lloyd — Lloyd.” 

"= Molloy i 

‘‘*No! Lloyd—just Lloyd.” 

“Gus Joy?” 

‘‘No! No! Lloyd ! Can’t you——” 

‘Try it once more.” 

i Lloyd.” 

‘Can't get it.” 

‘¢ Double l-o-y-d.” 

‘Dub lello wyde? I don’t understand. 
Ring off.” 

(Hangs up ‘phone in disgust).—Chicago 
Tribune. 


Say it again.” 


AncrRY Faruer.—‘‘ Look here, sir! 
Who told you that you could kiss my 
daughter ?” 

Surrok.— ‘She 
Herod. 


did.” — Attributed to 


Ir is reported that the blizzard in an 
American town killed all the spring poets. 
Even a blizzard has its compensations.— 
Judge. 

OveRpDID It. 

‘‘This man,” said the secretary, ‘‘ has 
overdone it. He'll not get his picture in 
the papers on any such lie as this.” 

‘‘What is it?” asked the president of 
the patent medicine company. 

‘‘He writes that since taking three 
bottles of our wonderful remedy his hearing 
has improved so that he can understand 
every word in comic opera.” —ZJndianopolis 
Pre S*, 

CoMMON ENOUGH. 

‘Here is a story about a man who 
worked for twenty-seven years without ever 
taking a day off.” 

‘“H’m! That’s nothing. He was _ pro- 
bably the proprietor of the establishment.” 
—Chicago Post. 

COMPETENT. 

SECTION ForREMAN.—‘‘ Do you think you 
can boss a gang of men !” 

Mr. Bear.—‘‘I think so; I’ve had my 
own way during thirty years of married 
life.” —Ohio State Journal. 





KEEPING THEM IS THE TROUBLE 
Towne.—‘‘ I understand it’s hap, 


l to ve 
a c wok to xo to the suburbs.” 0 get 
SUBBs, —‘* Hard, nothing! Why mar 
we've had thirty-two at our house in the 
n the 


past year.”— Town Topics. 
WovLp MAKE Hi» THINNER 
**T sent a sovereign for a sure 
corpulency.” 
‘Well ?” 
P your job 


cure le I 


‘* Here’s the reply : ‘ Throw u 
and hunt for another one.’”—Chicayo Peo a 
Herald. —_s 

Wuat DEPRESSED HIM. 

‘*You look sad,” said the editor's Wite 
as her husband came in. ; 

‘* Yes,” was his reply. ‘‘ Not a solitary 
man came in to-day to tell me how to ron 
the paper. I can’t stand 
Hlarlem Life . 


neglect,” 


A LONG-FELT Want, 
‘*T shall make a fortune out of my new 
musical box. You put a penny in the slot 


and— 
‘* And the thing plays a popular air?” 
‘* No, it stops playing one.”—N-ew Yor} 
World, 


No (,00D TO Hio. 

‘*Perhaps posterity will recognise tke 
genius displayed in your new drama.” 

‘* Yes,” answered Mr. — Stormington 
Barnes; ‘‘ but the difficulty is that so fa 
as I am concerned posterity is on the free 
list.” : 

PERFECT ART. 

‘* That making an artificial eye for a pug 
dog was quite a feat in optical science.” 

‘It was. I understand it was so natural 
even the beast itself couldn't see through 
the deception.” —Philadelphia Times. 

THERE'S A SILVER LINING 

‘* Mercy !” implored the farmer, falling 
upon his knees. 

The man lowered as to his brows. 

‘* Mercy !” exclaimed he, austerely. ‘‘ Be 
thanktul that I am merely selling you an 
‘Encyclopedia Britannica’ and not taking 
your wife’s order for portraits of all the 
family enlarged in crayon !” 

At this just rebuke, the farmer dried his 
tears and cheerfully signed the note and 
mortgage on the farm.— Detroit Journal. 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible Jor 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re 


jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 


panied by 
a stamped and 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
ruN alone 
will be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 











